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LIEUT. FRED DOUGLASS, A. E. F., was

Hearing the end of the last lap in his

military career. The train was speeding

him on to the camp where he was to receive his

discharge from the army, and return to civil life.

His service in the war was like that of many
another American soldier. Commissioned at an

officers training camp, he went across, got mixed

up in some real fighting, and was awarded the

D. S. C. for bravery in action. After the armis-

tice he spent several months traveling around

Europe and his final conclusion was "There's no

place like home,"

He was a typical breezy young Westerner. A
native of Missouri, he had been graduated from

tlie state agricultural college and then assumed

charge of his father's run-down farm. In a few

years he had turned acres of unproductive prairie

land into ricli wheat fields. By introducing up-

to-date machinery and scientific methods, the

brainy young superintendent had already made
a fortune from his bumper wheat crops. The farm

had suffered during his two years absence, and

that was the main reason he was anxious to get

back and start things humming again.

Leaning back on the luxurious cushions of the

Pullman he felt happy at the prospect of return-

ing home. He whistled a few bars of the old

strain, "How You Gonna Keep 'Em Down on

the Farm," and tlien began to muse. Many a

time he had heard liis buddies roar that chorus

to the tune of battered old pianos. And now,

it struck him like a flash, what attraction was

tliere to keep him on the farm, besides raising

wheat and getting rich. Marvelous to relate,

this vigorous, wide-awake, young man had never

yet succumbed to the tender passion. When he

went to the war, he left no girl beliind liim. Even
t!ie charming French maids had ogled him all in

vain. He was heart-wliole and fancy-free in

regard to tlie fair sex. Despite all tliis lie was

not slow to realize that there was sometliing

lacking in his life. He knew that tliis something

was the love of a woman, a wife. "Yes," he

admitted to liimself, "I will have to get married

soon."

Suddenly he felt that he needed a smoke and
he got up and started down the aisle toward the

smoking car. Just then the train rounded a

sharp curve. The sudden lurch of the car threw

him against a seat, and his hat fell off. It rolled

between two seats and as he stooped to reach

for it, murmuring an apology for his awkward-
ness, he encountered a pair of laughing blue eyes.

Fred went on to the smoking car, feeling rather

strangely agitated. He had seen plenty of laugh-

ing blues eyes in his day, and none had ever

affected him like this. He soon came back try-

ing to look unconcerned as he passed througli the

car. Try as he miglit, to look straiglit ahead, lie

could not refrain from glancing down as lie pass-

ed the scene of his mishap. He saw a stout

middle-aged woman who was very intent on

some knitting work. By her side, sat a slightly-

built girl with blue eyes and chestnut hair, an

irresistible type of beauty. She was deeply im-

mersed in a magazine, but as if by instinct slie

raised her head and Fred looked her full in the

face. A faint light of recognition seemed to

gleam for an instant in her eyes, but it vanished

as he raised his vizored cap in acknowledgment
of what he considered a greeting.

The young officer was now more disturbed than

ever. This maiden had aroused in him an interest

deeper than he had ever before felt for one of

her sex. He decided that he must have another

look at her, so under pretext of getting a drink^

he went past the seat again. This time he felt

no hesitancy at looking down at the occupants.

The stout old lady had surrendered her knitting

to her young companion and sat with her hands

placidly folded in her lap. The girl seemed

thoroughly wrapped up in the intricacies of the

lock-stitch and she bent even more closely over

her work as Fred turned his eyes on her. That

she felt his gaze, he was certain, for a faint blush

mantled her averted face.

Back in his seat again, Fred sat looking out

of the car window for a long time, thinking hard.

The train would soon reach the city of X, where

most of the passengers would get oft'. His destin-

ation was Camp Meade several miles further.


